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e see a lot of kink images 
here, both our own and those 
created by others, and we’ve 
observed an interesting trend over the 
past couple of years toward harder, 
harsher, less glamorized material. TABOO 
readers may have noticed that we’re down 
with this trend ourselves. Though we still 
offer plenty of pretty and glamorous BDSM 
pix, we too have begun to show grittier, dark- 
er visions of domination and submission. 
Nothing has changed ethically or philosoph- 
ically when it comes to kink sex in the real world, 
yeyond, perhaps, a greater willingness to explore 
10re intense sensations. It’s still very much about 
consent, negotiated limits, safe words and the 
mutual satisfaction of all involved. But after a 
edecade or more of increasing visibility and the 
emergence of a more inclusive and diverse mix 
among the vast numbers of newly self-professed 
-kinksters, we seem to be shaking off the defensive 
crouch around our woolier tastes and fantasies. 
find ourselves willing to look more directly 
the hidden recesses where our socially 
yalatable urges that we express in real life with 
such care and caution have their twisted roots. 
The popularity of our sister magazine TABOO 
ILLUSTRATED, which openly embraces what Sade 
called “the voluptuousness of cruelty,” at least in 
;omic-book form, and of videos and Internet sites 


















specializing in harsh bondage and extreme play— 
often in purposefully grungy settings where lovely _ 
young things are encouraged to cry, scream, beg. 

and whimper, whether from pain or pleasure— 
suggests that we’re no longer as concerned with 
Cc 


incing our neighbors that we’re just harmless 
, ntrics and responsible citizens. 
__. BDSM may not have as pretty a face in some 
‘quarters these days, but its spirit is all the purer 
for its increasing candor in addressing the com- 
plex desires that draw us to it in the first place. If 
we’reless concerned than we used to be about the 
inignet of outsiders, that looks like progress 
“our perspective. TABOO reflects that belief 
and is certain to do so even more daringly in the 
future. 
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horing me up in red-latex garters and stock- 
ings, he uses the rope harness to guide me to 
the kitchen. Scooping me up like a rag doll, he 
stretches me out on the counter with my butt in the 
air. Spanking my ass, reaching under to squeeze my 
clit, he has me writhing around in no time, just like 
always. And like always, he takes advantage of my 
quick trigger to surprise me, this time with a jet of ice 
water from the tap focused right on my freshly 
warmed derriere. My yelping and whining only 
encourages him to focus the stream on my tender 
asshole. He’s such a fiend. 

My pathetic look elicits no pity when he flips me 
over and screws on the tit clamps. The motherfuckers 
bite brutally, but they’re only to test my concentra- 
tion. Freeing one hand, he orders me to masturbate 
for him, working my fingers hard and deep in my 
fuckhole. It certainly takes my mind off the clamps, 
but not as effectively as the blasting cascade from 
the faucet on my clit. He lets me aim it at the perfect 
spot. Only when | beg to come does he put me on the 
floor with the steel wand to finish myself off. Now It’s 
his turn, and with my high heels tied back behind my 
head and my slit spread and dripping, he’ll find me 
compliant as usual. For him, |’m the most convenient 
appliance in the kitchen. 











The chilly but welcoming burg of Minneapolis got a 
recent burst of heat courtesy of one of our favorite 
dominas, Jean Bardot, who held her own fetish ball 
at the Varsity Theater there. Ably supported by 
TABOO model, video star and producer/director 
Anastasia Pierce and the irresistible fetish doll 
Kendra James, bondage model extraordinaire, Ms. 
Bardot offered her guests fashion shows by Von 
Gutenberg, Polymorphe and Vex, along with stage 
performances by Sharina Nicole, Mistress of 
Dungeon Femme Fatale, CP expert Ms. Jewels, and 
some kinky cabaret courtesy of Dr. Farrago’s 
Burlesque Theater. A cozy atmosphere and a friend- 
ly, enthusiastic crowd made for a memorable night of 
fetish fancy. We look forward to future entertain- 
ments from the delightful Jean B. and her pals. 
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TABOO READERS 
RANT AND RAVE 





COMING INTO THE LIGHT 


Larkin—Service for Two 
(February 2012) rocked 
my world. Larkin is a 
fantastically beautiful 
sub with the kind of 
expressive face that 
makes dom dudes want 
to come all over it. The 
bondage is_ flattering 
without being fussy, and 
the rude probing of 
Larkin’s holes by the 
anonymous, dapper gen- 
tlemen having their way 
with her suggests the 
kind of elegant, deca- 
dent club of hardened 
pervos to which l’d love 
to belong. Invite me there again at your earliest convenience. 
—George J., Wilmington, Delaware 





COOL 10 BE CRUEL 


| loved the rudeness of your 
February 2012 feature Dylan 
and Alex—Overtime _ Lay. 
Pretty Dylan gives great scared 
faces and Alex doesn’t seem 
too nice. The relentless anal 
action on top of the scattered 
newspapers, the rough-looking 
rope bondage, and Ms. Dylan’s 
Shameless pissing while per- 
forming her A2M duties are 
hot and nasty throughout in a 
good way. It’s all good, hard 
kink play the way | like to see 
it and I’ll be looking for more 
in future issues. TABOO never 
disappoints. 

—M.C., via e-mail 








INK ISN'T HIG KINK 


I’m not very happy with TABOO lately. It’s become too weird, 
artistic and fetishy, with too many tattooed girls. | prefer more 
bondage photo-sets. |’ll give your next issue a try. However, If it’s 
more of the same, | won’t be buying again. 

—Anonymous, via e-mail 


Not sure of what you mean by weird, artistic and fetishy in this 
context, as we’ve been all these things from the beginning. And 
while we know the debate over tats vs. unmarked flesh is unend- 
ing, we do our best to give our readers plenty of skin, inked and 
otherwise, from which to choose. As for bondage sets, they com- 
prise six out of six of those we run in each issue, with rare 
exceptions. We may be exploring a few edgier kinks these days 
to keep up with our restless readers, but at heart, we’re the 
same nasty perverts we always were. Stick around and see if it 
isn’t So. 
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Much as we both enjoyed reading the behind-the-scenes details 
regarding Ernest Greene’s latest O-derived video, (The Truth 
About O, February 2012), having been much delighted by the two 
earlier installments in the line, and were stunned by the lavish 
visuals as always, we were both startled to see so much bush pok- 
ing out from the windows of the latex dresses worn by the attrac- 
tive cast. What’s up with that? As an M/s couple, we agree that a 
good slave is properly shaved, front, rear and everywhere in 
between, the better to present her lady parts to her Master. We 
don’t know where this new fad for ’7Os-style fuzz came from, but 
it can’t be over soon enough for us. Somebody loan these babes 
a razor! 


as 


—Master Ken and slave L, Venice, California 
HUSTLER’S TABOO 15 





TABOO’S 


FETISH Focus 


ong before they joked about Brazilian waxes on Sex and the City and 

female porn stars were as routinely hairless as anatomically correct 

Barbie dolls, many if not a majority of kinksters had a distinct pref- 

erence for baldness, not necessarily limited to the obvious erogenous 
zones. Illustrated BDSM porn from Sade’s day depicts shaved slaves sub- 
ject to whatever torments or pleasures might be inflicted on them with 
no foliage to obscure the view. Indeed, the ritualistic act of genital shav- 
ing as a token of submission Is among the most commonly described in 
the literature of D/s debauchery since the genre emerged about the same 
time as the printing press. Not only is the end result of completely 
denuded intimate real estate an object of fetishistic obsession among 
those who like their women as naked as possible, the whole process by 
which the depilation occurs Is, itself, a source of enduring fascination. 
The application of a razor to slits, legs or even scalps raises more than 
goosebumps on the party being scraped. 

There are, of course, many otherwise-vanilla types who also prefer as 
little fuzz as possible obscuring that which they most wish to see. 
Indeed, so common has the practice of genital shaving become it’s more 
noteworthy by its absence among that group of rebel sex performers 
among whom it’s lately become faddish to cultivate a verdant bush. 
When the pornography first emerged in legal form, it was the rebellious 
girls who took It all off. Now it’s the alt babes who grow it all back. 

But in the world of BDSM smut, bald is still beautiful and we’re left to 
speculate as to why. Those who dislike both porn and kink are given to 
attributing the darkest of motives to a preference for deforestation between 
the thighs, hinting that such a proclivity is somehow connected to pedophil- 
la and a suppressed desire to make all women appear more juvenile. 

We suspect some dynamic very much the opposite energizes this par- 
ticular enthusiasm in the world of Masters and slaves. It is the utter 
nakedness and vulnerability of that which most defines physical femi- 
ninity that makes a shaved woman appear naturally more submissive 
than one whose most sensitive regions are kept safely under the rug. 
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Shaved bodies place everything on display and exposed to whatever use those 
who hold power over those bodies might care to impose on them. Even stand- 
ing with her legs together, viewed from the front, a shaved woman ’s slit still 
presents itself to the view of whomever presumably disposed of her clothing 
first, Inspiring whatever cruel lusts defenseless pinkness might Inspire. 

This would account for the common fantasy of genital shaving itself as an act 
preparatory to sexual servitude of whatever sort. More than one tale of perversi- 
ty has taken its first twist with the application of a sharp blade to the nether 
regions of a bound babe, the better to strip her of all privacy. A shaved slave con- 
ceals nothing from her Master and is made constantly aware of her submission 
by the repeated act of total exposure every time the razor is employed. 

Indeed, such humbling treatment isn’t necessarily limited to those regions 
where its effect is most obviously sexual. There is a rude sensuality to the 
Shaving of nearly every inch of the human body, most especially, after the easy 
work is done between the legs, the top of the head. If the letting down of a 
woman’s hair has served as a gesture of sexual invitation since biblical times, 
the rude removal of her crowning glory has been seen as shaming and disem- 
powering, a punishment for whores and collaborators whose sexual disgrace Is 
symbolized by an unnatural cranial nudity impossible to ignore. Until it grows 
back, the absence of hair on a woman’s head marks her as having done some- 
thing, usually of a deviant nature, thereby inviting the lustful imaginings of all 
who see her shiny scalp. 

Of course, among those who have spent a fair amount of time fully shaven, 
high and low, there is an appreciation of the purely physical sensuality pro- 
duced by additional square 
inches of fleshly exposure, and 
the delicious memory of bare 
Steel scraping bare flesh, a 
sensation that can become 
quite addictive in itself. And 
the sheer (as it were) conve- 
nience of utter accessibility to 
those sometimes difficult to 
locate areas of ultimate arous- 
ability can be every bit as 
much a source of delight to 
the shaved as to the shaver. 
But the literal and the symbol- 
ic are particularly parallel in 
this particular fetish, which is 
one reason why we _ suspect 
(despite the appalling faddish- 
ness of bush among porn 
vamps who like to see them- 
selves as bohemian or retro in 
some way these days) that the 
general direction of evolution, 
both biologically and socially, 
will continue toward the maxi- 
mum of denuded geography— 
a gift from kinksters to the 
wider society that endures 


18 HUSTLER’S TABOO transient trends in fashion. 
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Interrogation Room 
ma 4 Whacks 
Featuring: Cherry Torn, Goddess Soma Snake Oil, Jamey Janes, Shay Lynn, 
Jaded Dawn, Annie Cruz, Jennifer White. 
Running Time: 2 hours, 16 minutes. 


This nonstop sex-and-torture prison extravaganza may be the hottest, mean- 
est, least P.C. kink vid of all time. Action never lets up, beginning with naked 
Submissive wet-dream Cherry and comely cage mate Jennifer menaced by 
sadistic interrogator Soma. Cherry gets it first and hardest, suspended by the 
wrists and then face down for serious whipping, spiced with electric shocks 
and tit-punching. Starved in her cell, she’s force-fed fried chicken by an evil 
guard who makes her keep eating while he shafts each of her holes in turn. 
Sweet-visaged brunette Jennifer is stripped and handcuffed across a desk for 
a thorough cavity search by mean matron Shay with jaw spreader, steel throat 
probe and anal speculum before being offered up to a couple of hard-cocked 
screws for screwing. Soma reduces a bent and bound Jamey to broken servi- 
tude with jolts of current and molten wax, while holdout Jennifer gets repeat- 
ed dunkings in a glass-walled tank under the harsh supervision of Annie Cruz, 
excellent in an atypical dom turn. Even torturers Shay and Dawn come in for 
some rough treatment for failing to get quick enough results. All ends well 
when prisoners, having fessed up, are sent packing, but this sinister show will 
stick with you long after the fade-out. If you like BDSM down and dirty in the 
style of TABOO ILLUSTRATED, buy this one. —E.G. 
JerkOffZone.com 
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t’s a lovely day for dining al 
fresco in the pavilion. Abbie 
leads Valentina, very much au 
naturel, over the bridge on a 
i, leash, the slave girl’s eyes downcast 
as she carries her Mistress’s basket. 
There may be treats in there, but 
certainly tricks to go with them. 
Kneeling, gagged, on the hard flag- 
ging while Abbie flicks her tender ey 
tit tips with the cracker of the sear- ™ , 
ing dressage, she knows what 
appetites will be satisfied first. 
Abbie works up her own by stringing 
Valentina up on her toes and work- 
ing her over with the heavy flogger, 
streaking the blonde’s puffy nipples 
and tensed glutes first before focus- 
~ ing the stinging blows on the ten- 
= der, pink flesh between her thighs. f 
Thoroughly reminded of whose 
-hungers must always be sated, 
Valentina’s well-schooled tongue * 
goes right to work as Abbie sprawls 
on the chaise. Face buried ing 
crotch, Valentina works her way 
_ back from bejeweled snatch to deli- 
' cate, puckered rosebud, applying 
Spit and polish over every millime- 
' ter. Such an inspiring performance 
-merits Valentina a taste of the strap- 
on, first packing her pussy before 
parting the sphincters of the naked 
Slave’s anus. After the orgasmic 
screams have echoed into whimpers 
and gasps, Abbie settles in to savor 
a ripe banana while keeping 
Valentina’s tail stuffed with a veiny 
cucumber, working it in and out 
until it’s slick with slime before 
making Valentina eat every bite of It. 
In every way, their picnic will be a 
most filling repast for both of them. 
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Dear Nina, 
The idea of “consensual nonconsent” fasci- 
nates but confuses me. The thought of a hot 
Master dragging me across the floor by my 
hair and forcing me to kiss his foot while he 
pees on my head before making me clean 
his dick gets me wetter than anything. On 
the other hand, the idea that a dominant 
partner could do whatever he wanted when- 
ever he wanted to just because | once said 
“yes” to an ass-fucking squicks me out 
completely. My friend, who is a 24/7 slave, 
says that consent Is implied when a couple 
enters into an M/s relationship, and after 
that a slave’s opinion no longer counts. | say 
bullshit. Who’s right? 
—Can't Have It Both Ways, 
Eau Claire, Wisconsin 


Dear Can't: 

For my purposes, the granting of consensual 
nonconsent (meaning that my dominant 
partner can push me past my usual comfort 
level, even to tears, fear or other triggers) Is 
on a per-session basis, and needs to be re- 
negotiated each time we want to play that 
way. Sometimes I’m down for dancing with 
all the skeletons in my toy bag (stress posi- 
tions, large butt plugs, piss-play, marks that 
last a week), and others | “just” want a reg- 
ular scene of whipping, sucking, butt-play, 
fucking and service. Energy and time per- 
mitting, we’ll look through our list of as-yet- 
to-be-fulfilled fantasies and see what fits our 
mood that day. It may be a truer-than-usual 
kidnap/rape scenario, with my him being 
harsher and more emotionally brutal than he 
usually is when he’s—to use your example— 
taking my ass. Or perhaps | want to really be 
scared and not be able to stop the scene too 
soon when he uses a knife to cut off my 
panties and stuffs them into my mouth. As 





long as | won’t be permanently harmed, | 
like having the option of going for it balls 
out, not knowing where we'll end up. 

However, the first and most important 
word in the term consensual nonconsen- 
suality is still consent, which makes it 
part of the game no matter how real 
some Masters and slaves want to make 
it. The minute you withdraw that con- 
sent, the game is over or somebody is 
breaking the law. Suit yourself and don’t 
worry about how others play their version 
of that game. In the end, the one thing 
to which you cannot consent, no matter 
how much you might want to, Is giving 
up consent. You’re a slave until you say 
you aren’t, and your limits are yours to 
set, even if you’ve previously allowed 
them to be exceeded. 


Dear Nina, 

Please clear something up for me. l|’ve 
long thought of SSC, “safe, sane and con- 
sensual,” as the acronym of choice when 
talking about kink sex. While | think sane 
is a judgment call, safe and consensual 
certainly make a lot of sense. | mean, how 
sane is drinking piss out of a beer glass, 
anyway, or wearing a full-leather catsuit in 
July? Now, I’ve been seeing something 
new on the kink message boards, RACK, 
for “risk-aware consensual kink.” SSC has 
worked for years, so why change now? 
—Playing the Classics, Lincoln, Nebraska 


Dear Playing: 

As well as SSC served the community in 
it’s time, RACK is probably better suited to 
what we actually do in our bedrooms and 
dungeons. When BDSM was first making 
itself known to the wider population out- 
side of our insular little world, we needed 





BY NINA HARTLEY 








TABOO’S Sub-Space is devoted to the experiences, 
questions and concerns of submissive women and the 
men (and women) who love them. In our continuing 
effort to give voices and faces to the love slaves of 
our dreams, we provide this forum for fem-sub BDSM 
players to share their most intimate secrets with 
TABOO readers. This month, XXX superstar Nina 
Hartley, who enthusiastically participates in BDSM 
play as both Domme and sub, offers her advice. She 
welcomes readers’ queries for future installments. 





a way to communicate our values to those 
who couldn't get past the visual shock of 
women in handcuffs or men locked into 
cock cages. It looked abusive, crazy and 
dangerous. Leaders of the emerging kink 
community needed a catch phrase to let 
others know that, while being strung up 
on a St. Andrew’s cross and whipped until 
we were welted all over might seem like 
dangerous and possibly criminal lunacy, it 
was actually all negotiated beforehand by 
willing participants who knew how to do It 
without inflicting permanent harm. 

The more complete truth is that no sex 
can be 100% “safe.” Players can only 
make sex safer by how they conduct them- 
selves. Even if vanilla sex isn’t a physical 
disease risk (handjobs and dildos, any- 
one?), good sex, and especially good kink 
sex, IS often emotionally fraught. Our bod- 
les may not be hurt by that bullwhip, but 
our emotions can certainly be bruised, 
even permanently, by a careless word or 
action. And the possibility of bad relation- 
ships growing out of good sex has always 
been real. So inserting the word safe into 
how we talk about what we do implies that 
it Is somehow inherently less safe than 
some other kind of sex. 

As well, many kink folk bristled at the 
notion of having to defend their sanity to 
vanilla folk, feeling it akin to having to 
defend your religion to someone from a 
different faith tradition. Hence, RACK 
was born. 

Risk-aware |s an excellent way to look 
at what we do. Just as it’s risky to drive 
a car, ski, or cross the street, so too is it 
risky to let someone tie you up and drip 
hot wax on your tender bits, to say noth- 
ing of having them stretch your ass wide 
enough to accommodate a fist. We risk 
bruising when we're whipped, or 
strained muscles when we're suspended, 
or a sore jaw from receiving a vigorous 
face-fucking. But we say yes to these 
activities because we like them and are 
willing to undertake that risk In exchange 
for the pleasures they afford us. Each of 
us uses a different calculation for this 
balancing act of risk vs. reward, and 
that’s how it should be. 

Consensual needs no explanation, and 
it’s not a fluke that it’s in both acronyms. 
The only way it’s moral for us to whip peo- 
ple, tie them up, fuck them silly, and 
then come on their faces, or encourage 
others to do these things to us, Is our 
agreement to allow them. Absent con- 
sent, kink sex is just assault and battery. 
Consent is an ongoing process, continual- 
ly renewed throughout a session, and 
dominants rely on the integrity of submis- 
sives to tell them the truth. Between 
skilled, sensitive, well-matched players 
who seek a high level of intense sensa- 
tion, RACK Is simply a realistic acknowl- 
edgement of what their activities entail. 
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| beg Master on my knees, which Is how he likes me best, to have me back, but he only 
agrees if | let him sign me into the secret “slave rehabilitation clinic” for an intensive reg- 
imen of corrective therapy first. They’re especially creative when Master comes to monitor 
my progress. Today, after dressing me for the occasion in clear latex, they start with the 
injections: hormones that make my clit swell up like a marble, followed by a mild paralyt- 
ic at the base of my spine. They put the bowl on the floor just far enough from the wheel- 
chair. | make my way on crutches and stand over it, legs buckling, rivers of piss running 
out through the obscene hole in my sweaty rubber panties. 

Back in the chair, | docilely tip my head while they rinse out my mouth and prop it 
open with the evil spreader. The male attendant fucks my face as his female partner 
probes my ass with a huge thermometer. The steel between my teeth keeps me from bit- 
ing during my daily whipping. Then comes the wetness check with the cold, steel dildo, 
the tit clamps, and finally the next stage of my anal dilation. 

Master is so impressed at the way the vibrating prod makes me gape, he actually takes 
the time to use me anally, finishing in my mouth. He leaves me weeping as |’m hauled off 
to the colonic chamber. Perhaps, he says, he’ll come back for me when I’ve truly learned 
the meaning of shame. | think | have to pee again. 





























GWYNDOLUN: 
SeUAAZEN IN THE SON 
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dly tanning herself with a folding mirror, Gwyndolyn’s fingers bags 


find their way under her tiny panties to discover a wet and drip- 

ping snatch. Master’s rubber-gloved fingers pry her wide to 

reveal the evidence. Again she’s forgotten who owns her anato- 
my. The collar goes on and the rope pulls tight. He tosses her a probe 
for each hole, watching calmly as she works her ass and cunt, not 
that he’ll let her come that simply. He just wants her as sensitive as 
possible when he ties her to the pole and makes her dance with cruel 
yanks on the crotch rope. Up on her toes, her tender bum chafed by 
the rough hemp, she tries to distract him with the promise of an 
extra good BJ. Like he won’t get that anyway. Such Insolence merits 
a truly evil lashing with a broken-off branch that leaves Gwyndolyn 
genuinely tearful and repentant. 

She’s ready to be a good girl now, but it’s too late for that. Rudely 
oiling her tailpipe, he makes her squat down so he can stuff in the 
anal beads and then fuck herself on the tanning mirror, affording 
him the filthiest view. The dildo brings Gwyndolyn to the edge too 
easily. The hard neck of the soft-drink bottle gives more discomfort 
than satisfaction. Only his cock is harder, but much more welcome. 
Gwyndolyn willingly holds the vibe up her anus to make his harsh 
penetration from the front even more intense. Properly planted, 
Gwyndolyn’s the sweetest rose in the garden. 
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Il the girls in the slave quarters want 
Master Steven for themselves, and why 
wouldn’t they? I’ve decided to be his 
personal property. I'll let him think it’s 
his choice, of course, but I’ve taken the 
trouble to discover what he likes and 
I’m going to give it to him like none of 
the others could or would. | gift-wrap 
myself for him in a stiff leather corset, high, 
shiny boots and a whisper of a G-string that 
goes away at the tug of a bow. | also make 
Sure to tie my hair back in a long, tight braid. 
My face, which I’ve made up to Its fuck-doll 
finest, IS going to get a lot of use and | don’t 
want anything in the way. | bow to none in my 
oral skills, conveniently, given Steven’s appre- 
ciation for good mouth work. 

Waiting in the dungeon, | cuff my own 
wrists for the presentation, keeping my eyes 
downcast like the good girl | want him to think 
| am so he can look me over at his leisure. 

My hands don’t stay tn front long. Not 
bothering with a word, he adds a cruel twist, 
deftly roping my elbows tight so my tits stick 
out even more. He grabs me by the cinch and 
forces my head to the floor, his heavy boot tn 
the middle of my back. | dutifully extend my 
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very, very long tongue to show off the shiny ball 
pierced through it as | lap the leather-armored toe he 
Slides in front of me. | give it a nice, long spit shine, 
savoring the smell of leather until he hauls me back 
onto my knees. His skilled hands slide into the top of 
my corset, and fingers strong as vice grips tighten on 
my nipples, already hard for reasons of their own. | 
sigh and moan, but won’t let him pull me out of posi- 
tion, no matter how hard he crushes my tit-flesh. | 
admit he does scare me a little, which always makes 
my juices flow. 

My mouth is already open: warm, wet and waiting. 
Conveniently, his cock Is already hard, and long too. 
I’ve seen it before, but never this close. | know every 
inch of it is going down my gullet, but | like to start 
by subtly lapping under the head and around the 
corona. 

Steven doesn’t hurry the process of skull-fucking 
me, going In a bit deeper with each thrust. | gaze up 
at him longingly, tongue lolling out of my mouth, 
showing off the practice invested in learning to con- 
trol my gag reflex. He could snake his slab all the way 
down into my guts before I’d let my throat contract 
involuntarily. Instead, | work my swallowing muscles 
around his sword, making lots of wet, slurping noises 
as | rock on my heels, deliberately impaling my head 
on his hook until my nose Is buried tn his fur. At that 
distance, | can even lap his balls simultaneously, 
earning a grunt | take as a compliment. 

Dropping his leather jeans, he turns and arrogant- 
ly offers me his backside. A lot of slavegirls balk at 
rimming and do the minimum. Not me. | love eating 
ass, especially a nice, clean, cowhide-scented one 
like his. | don’t just tickle the ring back there. | want 
in, and he’s confident enough to admit me, casually 
stroking his meat while | swirl my tongue stud in the 
one hole we have in common. 

| hardly have time to wonder what’s next when he 
pushes me down on my back and straps the suspen- 
sion cuffs around my ankles. Hoisted to crotch level, 
| swing myself out to wrap my lips around the tempt- 
ing target offered at the perfect altitude. A slave who 
can’t suck cock equally well upside down needs more 
training. | don’t. Gravity works in my favor, allowing 
him to work me effortlessly back and forth on his 
Shaft at a relaxed pace. He even undoes my arms, 
which | allow to hang limp. Am | not a side of prime 
fuck-meat if ever there was one? 

| must be, because Steven’s buff arms are soon 
wrapped around me. Folding me double as if | were 
weightless, he fastens my wrists next to my ankles on 
the bar. | always think this is the most obscene posi- 
tion in which a woman can be fucked—limbs up, 
holes down, dangling there helpless and exposed. To 
my surprise and delight, instead of just wading In, he 
actually scoops me up and shows me |’m not the only 
one with oral accomplishments to brag about. He 
knows his way around a woman’s body, sucking in all 
my pink parts and rolling my achingly swollen clit 
between his lips instead of just flicking away at what- 
ever sticks out. | suddenly realize that I’m about to 
come, with or without permission, ready or not. The 
bastard’s tricked me. | try to hold back, but the cham- 
ber echoes with my uncontrollable howling. | don’t 
think anyone’s ever gotten me off that way so easily. 
It’s downright embarrassing, and afterward Steven 
looks at me, hanging there panting, with a big grin on 
his face. Whatever goes on in this room, he’s the one 
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in charge, and wants me to know that. He certainly 
does live up to his reviews. 

Of course, my inattention to protocol dictates 
more severe treatment. Now | have to suck him 
Standing up on tiptoe with my hands behind my 
head, bending gracefully at the waist. Now he does 
make me choke, deliberately thrusting against the 
back of my windpipe, but I’ll be damned if he’ll see 
my heels touch the floor. | don’t care if he punishes 
me, but | do have my pride. 

Instead of punishment, apparently I’ve earned a 
reward. Steven steps in behind me and pulls me onto 
his dick in a single, effortless stroke. | feel my mem- 
branes part internally in the most delicious way. He 
may be rough when it comes to some things, but he 
fucks like he has ball bearings in his hip joints. 
Rocking me back against him, he can feel the sweat 
beading on my tail. Once | start coming, it’s nearly 
impossible for me to stop. At least this time | have 
the good sense to ask for it, and he’s agreeable, but 
only if | earn it. Pulling over a binding block, he gets 
comfortable on his back and bids me to mount up. 
Now | have to do pull-ups on the bar, my cunt lips 
Sliding up and down the splitting spear. This time, he 
lets me climax twice. I’m beginning to wonder where 
all this is leading, as he shows no interest yet in 
indulging himself similarly. If being a good Master is 
all about being in control, he’s got that part down. 

I’m naked now, down on the block, spread open 
with knees hooked over the bar. He grinds into me 
relentlessly, holding my ankles in an iron grip. 
Ordered to pinch my own tits, | do it so hard the pain 
makes me scream. | twist and tug, figuring he’s about 
to finish all over my chest. 








me 


But I’ve figured wrong. After letting me get off one 
more time, he commands me to my knees, shudder- 
ing and gasping, ready for a facial frosting. That 
would have been too predictable. Steven won’t be 
anticipated that way. Instead, he steps back and does 
the nearly impossible trick of opening his bladder 
despite a raging hard-on. A steaming, scalding 
stream of piss splatters all over my tortured tits. 
Finally, | can read his mind. | open my mouth wide 
and tilt my head back as he hoses his way up my 
torso, soaking me in jets of urine. He’s still going 
strong when the arcing spume finally reaches my gap- 
ing jaws. He must drink a lot of water because | can 
hardly taste the hot liquid gushing in. | hold it in my 
mouth until it pools, then gulp it down with loud 
Swallows. | know he’s taken my collar off so he can 
see my throat muscles ripple. Deliberately, | gargle 
the last blasts back out over my chin so It runs down 
my body onto the floor. 

Yes, | am his dirty, little whore. Yes, | will lap up 
every single drop, alternately spitting and swallowing 
to make things as messy as possible. Soaked and 
stinking, | look up at Steven with a grin. He’s grinning 
too, having marked me as his bitch more thoroughly 
than if he’d used a bullwhip or branding iron. 

He tells me to get cleaned up now. I’m to join him 
in his quarters. | have other duties yet to perform, 
now that I’ve proven worthy of them. Whatever other 
secretions he chooses to unleash in whatever other 
orifices inspire him, he knows my service will never 
flag. This was the job | was born to do and he’s the 
man | was born to do It for. My entire naked body is 
covered with the evidence. 

Like | said, | do have my pride. 
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URINATION NAL 


tre ISABEL 


Isabelli’s a fine slave who takes a caning and licks boot in gratitude, but she’s 
frustratingly pee-shy for a watersports-loving Master who gets off on seeing 
the yellow fountain arc into the air. Determined to cure her of this last unto- 
ward inhibition, he force-feeds her liquids all day until her bladder is ready to 
burst. Then he makes her squat, naked, and aims his own stream of liquid 
gold right at her peehole. The wet heat of his splashing secretions washes 
away her resistance instantly, and embarrassed or not, Isabelli cuts loose 
with a mighty torrent of pent-up piss that puddles under her on the floor in a 
rapidly expanding lake of golden glory. Now she'll have to lick up her own 
urine mixed with her Master’s, but she’s learned an unforgettable lesson in 
the power of suggestion. 
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FLLAR DWELLER 
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he old estate hides many secrets. Linet passes 
her days naked in the basement of artold out- 
building. Never unchained, she eats, sleeps, 
pisses and fucks In a decrepit pit where she 
can scream all she likes. Her wealthy owner hasn't 
a neighbor within miles. When he comes to visit, 
he brings his whip to remind her of her. place, 
which is up against the wall having her ass 
striped. Broken to his will by now, she lifts her 
leg on command so he can wrap the straps 
more cruelly underneath to sting her cunt. Linet 
is always wet these days, given i to. ele) 
when not having sex but think about it. He knows 
how to take advantage of her condition, making 
her bend over to show ii her glistening parts or 
squat to, whizz in the dirt with her,pee-hole 


Sometimes he uses her cunt, but more 


shaming her with the gleaming secretions 
on the dildo each time he pulls it out with 
a wet pop. Linet squirms and pants, final- 
ly begging him to put his cock in her ass 
the way he prefers, using a thick, greasy 
plug to open her puckered ring for easy 
entry. It’s taken him a while to teach 

her to come this way, but. where 

| ‘they are, they’ve got noth- 
 ing.but time, and Linet 

isn't going anywhere. 
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often he just stirs it with the dick-on-a-stick), } 
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spread open, for his viewing pleasure. \™% 
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HOLLY AND GURUS 





t’s easy for a ruthless con man to have 
a foolish heiress declared incompetent 
to gain control of her wealth in a poor, 
foreign land. Now Holly’s the plaything of 
her cruel attendant Cyrus, who keeps her 
naked in her padded cell but for the con- 
Stricting, lewdly revealing leather strait- 
jacket and steel shackles. Occasionally, 
after Injecting her with an extra dose of her 
daily aphrodisiacs, he locks on the steel 
chastity belt with its intrusive plugs just so 
she'll suck his cock extra eagerly when he 
unbuckles the contraptions to test her for 
proper arousal. At the least excuse, he 
Strips her, binds her wide open, and canes 
her until the stripes blaze crimson down 
the front of her body, the fat gag choking 
back her screams. 

The shock therapy is worst. When he 
wheels in the dynamo, Holly shamefully 
begs for the rusty, reeking can so she can 
empty her bladder before the current makes 
her piss herself. Rigid in metal stocks, laid 
on the cold table, the chill of the electrified 
probe penetrating to her cervix distracts 
only a moment from the misery of the alli- 
gator clamps on her tits. Once Cyrus twists 
the dials, Holly’s entire body convulses in 
agony, putting on a show for him until he’s 
moved to fuck her tender ass and finish in 
her mouth. Though by now she swallows 
every drop eagerly, Holly knows his vicious 
lust can’t be appeased. It’s her fate to be 
the only sane one in a madhouse. 
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Recover ALL slaves 
from bathing, Bots! 
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Ummm. .Prime...the Bots seem 
to be having some DIFFICULTY... 





‘BOTSI! WITHDRAW NOW!! 


Yes, Prime, see? It is) 7 7 (CBA 
obvious these females - ht S ADS 
are more SPIRITED eo 

than initially believed! & 79 
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Restrain! Controll! 





¥ Suck! Suck Suckll 
Heeeell He Heeelll Mmmmmmmmmnml!! \ 


Take TWO and make them EXAMPLES for the rest to SEEI!! 





CONTINUED... 
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' é {inflatable nozzle she’ll 
A have to suck clean right 
out of her ass, while the 
solution churns in her 
guts. Sasha belongs to 
Caleb, as he reminds her 

on the whipping bench, 
Betth ' with butt-reddening flog- 
RAN G3 ging and spanking, before 
SRR feeding her his cock. By the 
ie | time he finishes extracting 
orgasms from her with the 
big vibe, using her mouth and 
ssy and glazing her with his 
she'll be more humbled 
1 ever. And there’s more in 
for April, with a flood tide 
ring showers, a visit from 
inal Advisor, and what may 
le most shocking interview 
with BDSM’s most extreme 
e. Grab your hip boots and 


on in! 

































PLEASE CONTINUE >> 


